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* And he cried, " Dis berry big tiger, sah,
And he just hab slain my wife. You will find de old image out dere in de wood, Dat tiger he make me one riddance good,
For she been de bane of my life !
"I'll show you de place, but dis tiger, my lord,
ro',He one dam old magic beast.
De people he kills he puts under a charm,
And  turns   dem  to   friends to guard him from
harm, When he makes upon dem his feast."
"What rot!"  I cried.   "Just you show me  the corpse !
And stow your infernal gas! You've got to do with Finnigan Weaver, And if you are coming the gay deceiver,
You can write yourself down an ass."
'You know, my friends, I'm a hero brave, From my crown right down to my boot; And of course you will guess, that very same night I sat up to watch by the pale moonlight For the tiger of Burra Jhut.
6 The old woman's corpse beneath me lay,
I could see the bones and skin, An$ I rubbed my eyes and began to blink, For it seemed the old lady was trying to wink,
As her lips went up in a grin.